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stone was as smooth over the writing as it was on
the rest of the stone; the writing was on the inside of
the stone. Brint squinted his eyes against the brightness of the light attempting to read the writing which
he perceived to be at the very heart of the stone.
Still he could not discern the writing, the tiny characters wavering like butterflies in a spring clover field,
effectively avoiding his concentrated attention. He
looked around the bottom of the well trying to find a
more advantageous place to look at the stone and
its elusive writing. As there seemed to be more outside light at the crest of the dig pile at the center of
the well, he decided to climb to the top.
"I wonder if it is worth anything, if Josiah would
buy it?" he mused as he clambered toward the summit of the pile. At this last thought, Brint felt an excruciating pain his right hand, his fingers gripping
the stone as if they were part of it. Brint shook with
the pain and tried to throw the stone away. His
fingers would not loosen; the suffering radiated up
his arm into his shoulder, then to his neck, and eventually behind his eyes. He stood now shaking in torment at the crest of the rock and sand, his head
again thrown back, his mouth agape screamless,
his right hand high above his head. A gibbous moon
lay circumscribed in the well mouth; a pale, ivory
pupil in a blue lidless eye. Panic arose as a specter
companion to his pain and the cold clutch of what
Brint imagined to be the Betrayer began anew its
crushing grip.
"No!" he cried, trying to drive away the resurrected fear. "I will not betray!"
As if warding off the power of the Black Destruction, Brint brought his hands to his face, the stone
still in his right hand. As the stone passed between
his eyes and the pale moon, it began to sing with a
voice like leaden crystal, only higher and more piercing. Then it erupted into a great blossom of white
fire which enveloped and pulled him into what was
the very core of the flame. Suddenly, the letters
which he had seen inscribed within the stone stood
before him; ... white dancing letters; ... letters forming
what Brint knew to be words of power; ... words of
power which caused his mind to reel in numbness; ... not strange, but new; ... not words, but
names; ... and not just names. but unity. The names,
the powers, the fires, and the song of the stone bore
him away like thistle down on the wind. Brint's consciousness faded, his senses crumbling into the ruin
of incomprehension, his wavering intellect perceiving only the beginnings of the significance of the
names written within the stone. They were his own.

* * * * *
As

dry leaves slowly settle once released from the
whirling exultance of a late summer wind, the five
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singers who had been One, drift into themselves;
together, but apart. The fire murmurs beyond the
hearthstone, whispering, echoing the fading passage of the Song.
"Oh, Grandfather", says his mother's image,
"must we end the song."
David, the golden-haired. interrupts, "It hasn't
ended, I can still hear it, as though we were still singing, off in the forest, but listening here."

The old man turns to his daughter and softly
says, "I believe that the Craftblood runs in your son,
deep and true. It was the same for me when I was
his age. It began quietly at first and then it began to
fill me up with the music of the free wind, with the
harmony of the sky and of the earth, and with the
poesy of all living things; filled to overflowing, so
that. as you say, I could not contain them." The old
man rises and places the harsoon in the corner out
of harm's way. The daughter/mother and he who
would one day be Craftmaster of Eversongs retire
from the room, but the older boy lingers before the
fire, contemplative, mystified, as his expression
reveals.
"You want to know what Becomes of Brint and
why his names are in the Stone," smiles his
Grandfather.
"Well, Mother has heard the Song before, and
David heard more than I did. I'm the only one who
doesn't know what happens next," complains the

boy.
"It is a great gift to hear the Song; it is as great a
gift to want to know why it is sung. Look for me in
the Garden on the morrow and I will sing to you of
The Pillar. The Seat of the Seer."

SKY-TOY
by Elizabeth Hillman
Brilliant spiders waltz and whirl
Behind the sky-bowl,
Spinning the delicate wheels
To keep our toy-universe in order
And chase away the mischievous mice
Who are trying to nibble away
At the sun's gaudy cheese;
They've already made soft nests
From the instruction-book,
And when our arachnid mechanics leave,
Who will know how to tend us?
The mice will be certain
To chew through our invisible string,
Then we'll fall into a corner,
Neglected, to rust and crumble
Into a heap of dark dust.

